the city. Markets were raided, shots fired in the dark, trains stopped
running, electric light was rationed so strictly that she must provide
stumpy stearine candles bought furtively at a well-nigh prohibitive
price; but life was lived none die less, and Michael, his sense of loftiness
now almost completely abandoned, either made moan over the adminis-
trative chaos or else behaved like a maniac over a plate of thin grueL

Away from the shallow calix of the purely economic vortex, other
more important things were slowly taking their shape. For all the
undeniable chaos in high places and in low, the country was being
governed, and so was the city. Decrees plastered charred walls and
tumbledown hoardings. Their usual burden was that of threat and
prohibition, more threat and more prohibition, and Frossia scanned
them but lightly. She had neither time nor wit to cope with their
appallingly knotty verbiage. She knew that she transgressed the law
about twenty times a day, and she continued doing so. She broke the
law in keeping on Anna's flat, in giving shelter to one who had no
identity papers, in buying eggs and meat from greasy cheats and
thieves of speculators. But life was not that only, and she soon dis-
covered that with Michael she could exchange nothing except purely
negative impressions. He was ready to join her in any outburst against
tyrannical officialdom or some fresh and petty prohibition issued from
the Smolny. But one afternoon Frossia brought home a different tale.
Near the Admiralty Gardens she had seen an improvised street meeting,
a man from the Goelro haranguing a surprisingly attentive crowd about
the gigantic electrification of the country in the future.

'It will take years, citizens,' he thundered, 'Our generation may not
see it, but done it shall be. Electricity in every hamlet. Imagine it...
No more dirty corners ... Dirt and disease thrive in the dark------*

He had spoken simply and burningly, his own voice rather like a
sword of dazzling light, and Frossia had listened, reluctantly aware of
her pleasure. But Michael mocked at her.

'Electrify Russia ... Words, words, and more words.. .They have
not got one idea among them/

'That is untrue.' She stamped her foot.

'Did I not say you were a Red?'

'I am not.* In her wrath Frossia could not see the fatuity of such
arguments. 'I hate them... I hate all these systems... but one must be
fair,' and she tried to check her anger, 'Michael, must we go. on boring
each other with politics?'
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